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Grummer Urgan; but what I can*t understand is why she's
been so secretive about it all and why she's so upset now. There's
nothing she could possibly tell me that would shock me or make
me turn against her. The more she's gone through of that sort
of thing, the better she suits me!"
Such were his thoughts as he dilated on the smug obseqious-
ness with which their persecutor had bowed himself off.
"Well?" he murmured when he'd finished. "Do you think
we'll have to fork out that five pounds, or shall we tell him to
go to Hell and just see what happens ?"
The way she raised herself from the bed's edge, the way she
stood facing him, still with her ridiculous hat—what bad taste
all women had in hats!—clinging so disorderly to her head as
if she were tipsy, the way she pressed her hands together across
her stomach, and began, though with her eyes still staring into
him, her old trick of rubbing her knuckles, the way a particular
vein in her neck, that always looked knotted and swollen, started
pulsing as if of its own accord, suddenly thrilled him with
such a rush of affection that he sprang forward and hugged her
to his heart.
"Don't!" she gasped, "don't! I can't—I can't"—and she
tried ineffectually to push him away. Whether she would have
softened, or whether she was so deeply agitated by what he'd
told her and by what—beyond his knowledge—it meant to her
that she could not soften, he never knew. He knew only that
he held between his hands at that second all that really really
pierced his heart in this phantom-world. Looking down at her
disarranged hat that now scarcely adhered at all to her poor
wisps of hair, feeling her reluctant body throb against his ribs,
Dud became aware that he was prepared for anything that Old
Funky might do, for any crazy scheme she herself might launch
upon, for any feministic chatter of Jenny Dearth's, as long as
she was Ms, as long as she turned to him against all the world!
But a quick, light knock on the door made him release her
with a start.
"Come in!" he called out while Wizzie fled to her dressing-
table.
"All ready?" inquired their hostess briskly, entering the
room.
"Must—I—really?	" began the girl with her arms lifted
to her head as she turned to her protectress.

